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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is a story | have re written and | hope the readers are satisfied with it and they enjoy. 


This wasn't happening. It wasn't! This had to be a nightmare, a bad fucking dream. "Run! C'mon you guys! Run!" | 
yelled to my friend and family running behind me. ‘They can't fucking hear me: | thought. | couldn't even hear 
myself over all the gunshots and screams. | looked back for a split second, praying to all gods above and below, 
that | see everyone | cared about still behind me, and tripped. | collided with the floor, knees first, causing me 
to scrape both of them really bad. "Fuck!" | yelled, looking down at the mess that was my jeans knees and my 
own. Oh, shit!" When | looked up, | saw one of the monsters, ‘They're fucking zombies! Say it! They're really 
fucking zombies!ll' one of the zombies was coming right for me. The only thing | could see was its teeth. | 
imagined them ripping me up, tearing my skin from my bones in a single bite. All | could see was my blood 
splattered everywhere; on the zombie, on me, my clothes soaked in it, puddles forming around me. This was it. 


This was how my life, my world, was ending.... 


It started off like just an average day in Idalou Texas. Cars were honking, hookers were walking, ice heads were 


knocking on the dealers doors, dying to get another hit. | sat up in my bed and stretched, yawring loudly. 


‘That's why | stopped dealing ice: | thought to myself, with a small grin on my face and sleep in my eyes. 
‘These fuckers are up before Jesus and the Mexicans: | stood up and stretched again, hearing a sound | was 
so used to, its like fucking air: my parents were fighting. They were my alarm clock, every fucking morning at 
6:00 am, | would here the spectacular show of Jonathan and Molly trying to oust scream each other. | also 
haven't called them ‘Mom’ or ‘Dad! in two years. | lit a cigarette and heard something | have never heard 
before; objects being thrown. ‘This little spat is getting worse: | said aloud. ‘I'm surprised | haven't heard 
fucking gunshots: | laughed nervously to myself, and then stopped. Images of my parents shooting each other 
in a fucking gunfight began to run through my mind and it kind of freaked me out. Especially since | dipped the 
cigarette | lit in a small baggie of coke before | fired life into it. | shook my head and put out my smoke, 
before walking to my small locker like closet to get dressed. | heard Molly yell from her room all the way on 


the other side of the house, "Roxy Von Diaz! You better not be fucking smoking in my fucking house!" 


"Mind your own business, Molly. Get back to shout-fucking Jonathan!" | yelled back. She started yelling at 
Jonathan about how | get that shit from him. Yep, we're a big happy family. Madea ain't got shit on us. | got a 
The Bunny the Bear shirt, my marijuana print bandana, a pair of black skinny jeans and my favorite pair of 
Gorillaz Converse high tops. | turned to my iHome and pressed play. Music began to blare out of my speakers 
and | proceeded with my morning. | turned on my straightener and undressed. Throwing my jams onto my bed, 
| went and turned on the stick of incense that was sitting in a small metal dragon | got for Christmas years 
ago. | then proceeded to light four more sticks all around my room and reached for my pile of clothes. | 
learned a long time ago to dress fast if you want more time to yourself in the morning. After | was dressed | 
proceeded to were my straighter was waiting and did my hair, straightening, styling hairspray and more went 
into getting me ready for the day. After my hair was to my liking, | wrapped the marijuana bandana around 
my head, grabbed my mirror and make up bag, and plopped back onto my bed. | turned to the side and knocked 
on the wall, where the small door leading into a small hiding spot opened. It was a small hiding spot | had found 
the first week | moved to this idiotic town. | then realized when | found it, that | found it for a reason and 
would use it to the fullest. | pulled a pink Phillies tube from the hiding place and opened it. Pulling the blunt 
from the tube, | stood up and started doing my makeup. | always loved how my make up comes out when | do 
it stoned. | held the blunt in between my lips and popped open my purple eyeliner. | laid out a thick line and 
inhaled the blunt. | finished appliying gracious amounts of eyeliner and returned its head. | took the blunt and 
ashed it in the seashell ashtray right next to my bed. | returned the blunt to its rightful place, and took out 
some black eye shadow. After my mighty feat was over, | put the blunt out, stuck it back in the Phillies tube, 
and put the tube in my pocket. It was now showing six thirty on my alarm clock, and smiled triumphantly. ‘| am 
such a fast bitch: | thought to myself and proceeded to grab my jacket and so | decided to get my brother 
and sister ready for school. My sister Lia is a year younger than me and Mark is four years younger than 
me. They hated the fighting as much as | did, but | only hadn't left because of my family, Lia and Mark. | 
walked into my sister's room and jumped on her bed. "Lia, it's time for school. Get up, get dressed and tell me 


what you want on your breakfast bootyhole." My sister threw a pillow at me and let out a great big fart. 
"You know what | want bitch." She replied as she rolled over in her bed as | fought to suppress my laughter. 
‘| got ya, sister." 


"Thanks, DooDoo" | closed her door and walked to the other side of the house were Mark's room is located. | 


opened the door and saw my brother on his Xbox. | called out to him but didn't get a response from him. 
After trying and failing five times, | looked around the general vicinity | was in for something to throw at him. 
| found on his desk a pile of pennies, perfectly stacked. | smiled and scooped them up into my hand and chunked 
the pennies at him and watched them shower down upon my brother's head and TN. 


"What the fuck?!" He yelled into his headset. He turned around and saw me standing in his doorway, my arms 
crossed and a smirk on my face. "Oh, it's just you Von. Why are you standing in my doorway? | was in the 
middle of a serious deathmatch." My brother and his fucking games, | swear to god he's going to want to be 
buried with that thing. 


"You better hope Jonathan and Molly don't hear you use those words. There would be even more yelling 
around here." | walked up to my brother's huge game chair, and leaned back on it, causing it to fall over 


backwards. My brother gave me an annoyed look and picked the chair back up. 


"Roxy, you think | give a shit about what my parents here me saying? | heard most of it from them, anyway." 
| sighed and looked at my watch, seeing it was only six fifty. "Anyways, what's up big sister?" 


"I just wanted to know what kind of burrito you wanted" He sat back in his chair and put his headsets on. 


"Whatever you're getting, please." He returned to his friends and | walked out his room. | stayed at his door 
and him talking to his friends. "Huh? Oh, that was just my sister. No, Roxy. A dub? For when? Friday? Yea, 
alright, I'll talk to her before then, just remind me ok?" | shook my head, thinking about how | was dealing weed 
to my brother's friends over his Xbox live account. | walked from his door and into the kitchen, seeing 
Jonathan and Molly taking a break from their usual life to make some coffee that Jonathan stole from an 
important factory he helped clean yesterday in Lubbock. | used both hands to flip both of them off, and 
continued to the front door, where | walked out, giving a great big sneeze as | stepped into the cold winter air. 
‘Shit; | thought as | tightened my jacket around my small form as | walked to the sidewalk. ‘Most likely 
Jonathan and Molly got their flu shots, so they're probably taking Lia and Mark today after school: | took off 
down the street, toward a little restaurant | always get my munchies from. Out of the corner of my eye, | 


saw my best friend in the whole world, Luis finish up a drug deal, and make his way towards me. 

"Hey slut. Wait up." Luis yelled after me and | stopped, pulling the Phillies tube out of my back pocket. | had it 
successfully lit by the time he caught up with me. "Ooooh girl, you better let me hit that after you." | smiled 
and handed the blunt to Luis, giving a wave to a passing cop. The cop then busted a bitch and headed back 
towards us. He pulled up behind us, and | went to meet him halfway. 

‘Officer Lucas, good morning." | pulled my hand out of my pocket and shook his, placing a fat dub into his hand. 


"Roxy, how are you this morning." He then placed his hand into his own pocket, releasing the bag of weed, and 
replacing it on the steering wheel. 


"Not too bad, sir, heading off for a little breakfast before school. You know how it is" | extended my hand. 


"Oh, yes | sure do." He took his hand out of his pocket and shook my hand, slipping me a twenty dollar bill. "You 


have a good one Roxy Von." 


"You too, Officer Lucas." He drove away and Luis gave him a small wave. | met back up with Luis and took the 


blunt from him. "You want breakfast, I'm buying?" 


"Hell yea, bitch!" Luis gave me a hug and | laughed, as we continued walking to Dixie Dog. Once we got there, | 
went and ordered three sausage, egg and cheese burritos and one potato and cheese burrito. We walked to the 
small patio area on the right side of the building and sat and smoked a cigarette. 

"Oh, some of my customers want some of that green" Luis told me, as he handed me a small stack of pieces 


of scrap paper. 


‘Oh, really? Why's that? Your supply not up to stuff?" | grinned at Luis and he grinned back. Luis was too 
smart for his own good. He cooked his own supply of crystal meth and dealt it to the meth heads that reside 
here. We have a friendly competition going on against his meth and my weed. We started it two years ago and 
for all of those two years, we had been at fifty percent even Our drugs created harmony. After | picked up 
my burritos, Luis and | headed back to the house. 

"So, | heard a little commotion when | was in the alley. Jonathan and Molly were fighting, yea, but there was 
another noise. Where they throwing shit?" 


"| guess they are now. That shit surprised me earlier to. Today is just weird" Luis hit the blunt and got really 
excited about something, and choked. He coughed for about five minutes, with me rubbing his back for three, 


before he finally talked. 


"We're getting new students." | scoffed to myself and looked at Luis in disbelief. "Five of them, all the way up 
from New Jersey." | laughed because he said it like Nu Joisy. 


"Who the hell would want to move to this wack town?" Luis shrugged his shoulders and passed me back the 
blunt. 


"| don't know jefita All | know is that they're coming here today." | sighed and put out the blunt, roaching it and 


walked into my house. 


"Luis, can you get Mark and Lia while | fill these orders right quick?" | asked him as soon as we got to the 


kitchen. 


"Sure," He headed to Lia's room first and | headed to my room. | closed my door, and went over to my bed. | 
pulled a huge sack of weed from my hiding spot, and proceeded to fill these orders. ‘Ok, | thought. ‘A dime for 
Marcus, a dub for Craig and a QP for Danielle, damn Darielle needs to ease up on my product: | exhaled softly 
and walked to the living room, where Lia, Luis and Mark were waiting for me. | smiled at them and nodded, 


signaling them that we were ready to go. 


"Shotgun!" Lia and Luis shouted together as they ran out the door, followed by a chuckling Mark. | followed 


them outside and closed the locked door behind me. If only | had checked the news that morning, if only | had 
just turned on the fucking TV, I'd probably would've been more prepared for what | saw that day. ~~~~~~ 


*******Breaking News ¥****** 

We interrupt this program to bring you a very important announcement. Fabilar Companies have informed us 
that there had been a very critical mistake in their distribution of the flu vaccine. It appears that people 
whom have got their vaccines are dying and then coming back to life. The people injected are dying 
approximately 24 to 36 hours after injection If you got your vaccine, please report to the nearest hospital for 
assistance. | repeat, if you received your flu vaccine please report to the nearest hospital. Now, we return you 
to your..what are you doing? Sir, you're supposed to be behind the camera. Sir you can't be up here, we're 
filming live. No, stop get away from me! Aaahhhhh, it's biting me! Somebody help me! Shut the fucking cameras 
off and save me! Oh my God! They're infected! They're all fucking infected! No, no please! 


Chapter 2 


| pulled into the parking lot at Idalou High School. It was still pretty early for me and Luis, (Lia had FCCLA and 
Mark had detention) Luis let them out of the car and they gave us their usual farewell in the semi crowded 
parking lot. Luis got back in the car, and | took my personal car stash from a small compartment under my 
steering wheel. Luis pulled a Watermelon Swisher from the glove compartment and handed it to me, lighting a 
cigarette afterwards. | took the skin and lit my own cigarette, as | opened the Swisher Sweet and proceeded 
with its dissection. Luis put on some Cypress Hill and nudged my shoulder. 


"Hey Von, you think the new students will be hot?" | laughed and dumped the contents of the blunt skin into 
my ashtray. 


‘| have no idea, Luis. Maybe they are, maybe they're not. We're just going to have to wait and find out" | 
proceeded to lick the edges of the skin, preparing it for rolling stage. 


"| wonder if they like music. They better like the fucking Misfits or I'll beat their fucking brains in with my 
baseball bat." | laughed, thinking that be one hell of a hit to take. Luis so happened to be best hitter in the 
whole district. His swing was phenomenal, never missing its target. He holds records and awards, and one thing 
a lot of people never seem to know, was that he was never afraid to use his talent to defend what's his, being 


the business that he and | were in. 


"| don't know Luis. Maybe they're preps, more fucking hood rats but like ten times worse. They probably just 
listen to bullshit dub step, nothing you or | would consider good, or country music. They may even be just like 
us, drug users and delinquents. Just as long as they don't fuck with my shit, they're ok in my book" | put 
some sweet 0G Kush, looking nice on my copy of Stephen King's The Shining, into the prepared blunt skin 
Cypress Hill changed into the Gorillaz and Luis put his smoke out. He rolled up the windows and | put the 
finishing touch on my blunt. | baked it and lit in, inhaling the sweet fumes. | passed it to Luis and watched 
through my windshield all the pathetic people that go to school. Preps, jocks, punks, skaters, nerds, anime 
junkies, cheerleaders (the worst), rednecks, gangstas and thugs all roamed together in the halls of Idalou High 
School. A lot of them were posted up, just chilling on the steps of the huge basketball gym, which was located 
right next to my first period class, band. "Man, it's a good thing | went to my Shed yesterday." | said as | 
looked in the direction of the group of kids, staring at my car waiting for me to deal them my awesome drugs. 
It was slightly intimidating. "It looks like I'm going to have a few more customers." Luis passed me the blunt and 


nodded. 


"| know dude, and those plants are looking beautiful. Those clones are going to be awesome. You are doing 
incredible work there." Luis patted my arm and | knew my little makeshift greenhouse hidden on the outskirts 
of town, would be very popular one day. | hit the blunt and roached it, stepping out of my car as Luis did the 
same. | grabbed the pound of weed, (half of it was already broken down and wrapped into their individual dimes 
and niks baggies) and stashed it in my backpack. Luis headed off in the direction of the school, and | headed to 
the gym steps. Just as | had anticipated, ten different people came up to me asking for a sack of green. | sold 
34 of my shit. ‘Damn, | thought to myself, as | walked away stashing rolls of fives and tens. ‘It looks like my 


shit is getting around’ | developed a strand over a course of 2 years and called it Gir Kush. It gets you that 
stupid. | sighed and walked into the band hall for band. Band was my favorite class. The director was a loyal 
customer and he had an awesome taste in music. He expressed it in awesome halftime shows and the Idalou 
Marching Band just so happened to be the best in the state, with me as the head flute player. | grinned to 
myself as | walked past the front of the class ignoring the looks of awe, hate and fear that some of the 
students were giving me. | don't even know why | got those looks, | guess it was because | was a drug dealer, 


and the cops were some of my customers. Long story short; if | wanted to kill you, | could get away with it. | 


ignored all the looks and walked into the band director's office. 


"Ahh, Roxy Von Diaz, | was beginning to wonder what happened to you." The band director, Mr. Hayes greeted 
me as | walked to his desk. 


‘| got a little swarmed on the gym steps. Gir is really making his name known" | explained as | sat across from 
him at his desk and pulled out a huge sack of weed, my grinder and my scale. "So Mr. Hayes, how much are 


you buying this morning?" 


"Just a dime, | still have some at my house but | was running a little late this morning." | nodded my head, and 


put some weed into the grinder. 


"Yes sir, so Mr. Hayes, What songs do you have lined up for our marching theme this year?" | emptied the 
grinder into a baggie and threw it onto the scale, 4.5 grams exactly. 'I am such a beast! | thought to myself 
as | handed the bag to Mr. Hayes. 


"| don't know yet. I've been thinking about getting into some oldies, you know like maybe some Iron Maiden or 


even some Hendrix." 


“That would be the shit!" | laughed as he handed me a ten dollar bill. He gave me a salute and | stood up. 
"Alright then, well I'll leave you to your high." He waved and started loading a bowl and | walked out the door. | 
scoffed as | saw my most hated classmate, Ashley Perks. | grinned sarcastically at her and went to sit in the 
first chair flute. | sighed and opened The Shining, not noticing the five guys that walked into the band hall. Mr. 
Hayes stepped out of his smoked filled office ‘Compliments of me, of course: | thought to myself with an evil 
laugh, and yelled for the class to shut the fuck up. 


"Ok class, before we getting started today, | need to introduce you to our newest students, who are joining us 
all the way from Jersey. Let's give a warm welcome to Gerard and Mikey Way, Ray Toro, Bob Bryar, and Frank 
lero." | looked up from my book, thinking these must be the new kids Luis was so excited about. They sure 
didn't look like hood rats. They actually seemed pretty cool. Gerard had shoulder length black hair, Mikey had 
cute brown hair and thick rimmed glasses, Bob had blonde hair with a lip ring, Ray had a light brownish red 
afro (ha-ha no joke) and Frank, well Frank was just really fucking cute. He had all sorts of tattoos and blonde 
and black hair. | looked at his face, so perfect and angelic-looking. | then looked at his eyes and he caught me 
staring. | looked away, aware that my face had gone red and smiling to myself when | noticed that his eyes 
were hazel. "Ok boys, just take a seat in the row behind Roxy there and just watch for the first day. 


Tomorrow we will set you boys up with your instruments." They nodded and took their seats and | couldn't 


help but sneak a glance at the boy named Frank. He was so hot. He gave me such a lady boner, it was insane. | 


turned my attention back to Mr. Hayes and gripped my flute, anxious to learn new music and also anxious to 


try to get to know the new kids better. 


wen EER ew 


"Ok class, that was a great rehearsal. Now don't forget to practice, and make sure you put your instruments 
up correctly. You have ten minutes before the bell rings, so spend it wisely." MrHayes closed up his folders 
and walked back into his office, most likely to get more stoned. | sighed and opened my book back up, not 
realizing someone had took a seat next to me. "What are you reading?" | looked up and found myself staring 


into a certain pair of hazel eyes. 
"The Shining." | replied, trying not to get tounge tied by talking to him. 
"That's a good book" The one known as Ray said as he took a seat next to Frank 


"Raymond Toro, | wasn't aware that you read." Mikey said as he pulled a chair up and sat next to me. "Hi, I'm 


Mikey." He smiled and extended his hand. 
"Roxy. Roxy Von Diaz" 


"Are you serious? That's your real name?" Blonde boy Bob asked, and he stuck his head between mine and 


Mi key's shoulders. 


"It sounds like a drug dealer's name." Gerard said, as he stuck his head in between my other shoulder and 
Frank's. "You wouldn't happen to be a drug dealer, would you Miss Diaz?" He raised an eyebrow at me and | 
grinned, liking these Jersey kids very much. | was just about to respond when | heard some snide comments 


being made from behind. 


| never thought I'd see the day when our school would get such crazy looking people." It was Ashley's second 


in command, AKA the sluttiest girl in school, Tiffany Brown. 


"I know right! They're such fucking freaks! It figures they would make friends with that stupid Roxy bitch. | 
bet the one with the long hair is a faggot! He's probably going to hook up with Luis, the stupid idiots!" It was 
hard to ignore the hurt faces of the Jersey kids, especially Gerard's. It remided me of the pain and bullshit 
Luis used to go through with the idiots of this town, when he first came out of the closet. It made me mad, 
and very upset. Blinded by fury | turned to catch a glimpse of those two fucking bitches Ashley and Tiffany! | 
had my sights set on Ashley, she said the worse so | was out for her blood. Out of impulse | pulled out my 
butterfly knife, rushed her and pinned the bitch to the wall. As | put the knife to her throat, Tiffany was 
stricken with fear and she began to scream bloody murder! Everyone else in the room turned to stare at me 


with a sadistic grin on my face and my knife to Ashley's throat. 


"I know you know who | am, and | know you know what | do! | am a drug dealer and | have cops that buy weed 


from me. Long story short if | wanted to brutally murder you, | could, and guess what | would continue to walk 
the streets afterwards. You got that?" The words flowed like venom, and Ashley closed her eyes tight, tears 
streaming down her face. Mr. Hayes banged on his window that overlooked the class, causing all eyes to turn 


to him. 


"Roxy Von Diaz, calm down and let her go! You kids go to your next class!" Mr. Hayes yelled from his office, 
banging on the window that over looks the class. | kept the blade to her throat for a few more seconds before 
finally backing down and removing it. | lunged at her and she screamed, getting a laugh from me and also from 
the Jersey Kids. | grinned and walked back to my seat to gather up my stuff, only to see that Mikey already 
had it in his hands. He handed me my backpack and we headed out the door. 


"I knew you were a drug dealer." Gerard grinned from his spot next to me. 


"I knew you were going to be annoying.” | replied jokingly, making his brother and three friends laugh. | sighed as 
| exited the band hall, taking a deep breath of air. | pulled my pack of Camels from my backpack and sparked 


one up. 


"You're going to share, right?" | looked up and noticed the Jersey kids staring at me. Frank was the one who 
said it and | smiled at him, tossing him my pack. He pulled two cigarettes out and handed one to Gerard. They 
both lit their squares and Frank's beautiful eyes met mine again. "So, Roxy, you going to escort us to class or 
what?" 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
Even though the band is gone, the fandom will never be. | still write my MCR story to keep the memory of 


our favorite Jersey Kids alive. Don\'t lose sight of what you love, even if it has broken up. 


| grinned at the guys and shrugged my shoulders as | hit my cigarette. "| might as well, it's not like | have 
anything else to do." | walked toward the rest of the school with the boys behind me. 


"So, what's the deal with this school?" Ray asked as the wondrous establishment that was Idalou High came 


into view. 


"What do you mean?" | asked. "It's just like any other school. This is no different than the school you came 


from." 


"I beg to differ; we didn't have any students that dealt drugs, pulled knife out on other students, or smoked 
with the teachers." Frank put in as we got to the school. 


"Yea, well | guess that's true." | said as | stopped to ponder what Frank said. | laughed loudly as | threw my 
smoke on the ground and stepped on it. "Oh well" | opened the doors to the school and walked in, running right 
into Luis. 

‘| heard you had yourself a busy morning." He smirked at me. | looked back at him with innocent eyes. 


"What are you talking about? | just had a normal day in band class." 


| think what your lovely friend is referring to, is that incident with the knife." Gerard said, as he stepped up 
from behind me. "Gerard Way, | just moved here from Jersey.” 


"Luis, these are the Jersey Kids. There's Mikey, Ray, Bob, and Frank and of course you seem to already know 
Gerard" | winked at Luis from behind Gerard and he gave me a grin. His gaydar must've been going off 
because mine was. | was getting such crooked vibes from Gerard, | was afraid | was going to be thrown off 
the straight bus. "So we should be heading down to our next class." | walked to my locker which was right next 
to Luis's and threw my bag in there. 

"Roxy, did you forget once again?" Luis asked as he came up from behind me, with the Jersey Kids in tow. 


"Forget what?" | checked the rest of my orders and made sure | had them in the appropriate sized bags. 


"We have a presentation today. The new principal put a video together dealing with things that go on in 


schools." This really ticked me off. | left my bag in my locker as Luis did the same. 


"Are you serious? What kind of stupid shit that goes on?" | walked next to Frank after showing him and the 


other guys their lockers, noticing the looks from some of the girls were giving him. 


"Oh you know, having sex in school, fighting and dealing drugs." He said as he nudged me from his spot next to 


me. 


"Ugh, that is some fucking bullshit. He's going to fuck up my entire day." We got to the auditorium and walked 
down the aisle to take the seats in my favorite row. It was in the very back in the darkest corner of the 
room. | saw Ashley and Tiffany sitting in the middle of their posse, with their men for the day. | put one hand 
in the pocket | had my knife in and used the other to wave at her. She looked away quickly, turning to her guy, 
Dustin. Gerard then yelled from behind me, getting a good amount of people to turn and look at him. 


"Hey boo, | hope | have your sexy ass in gym class. You are more than welcome to share a shower with me." 
He waved at Dustin and | busted out laughing along with Luis. Bob, Frank, Ray and Mikey just shook their heads, 
already used to their friend's behavior. Dustin shot death glares and Gerard and | just shook my head, walking 
to the back of the auditorium and sitting in the darkest corner. | had expected Luis to sit next to me, like he 
always does at these retarded presentations. However, | turned to my left and saw Frank sitting in that chair. 


"Sup?" He asked, grinning at me like a Cheshire Cat. | grinned back at him and shrugged my shoulders. 


"Nothing much, just sitting here." | looked closer at Frank and realized that he was really attractive. He had 


smoking hazel eyes, the coolest swag and the most awesome hair | have ever seen, black and blonde, really hot. 


"What are you staring at?" He asked, raising an eyebrow at me. | shook my head and felt my cheeks turn a 
bright red. He caught me staring at him. 


"Do you want the truth?" | asked him, my turn to raise an eyebrow at him. 
"Yes." He answered like a small child. | laughed softly and took a deep breath. 


‘| was staring at you." | said confidently, keeping eye contact with him. "I mean, | think you are very nice looking 


and | was enjoying the view." He seemed surprised by my answer. 
"You are a very outspoken girl” He said, getting as close to me as the crappy auditorium chairs would allow. 


"Hey, you never know what may happen. We might all be dead tomorrow and | would've never got to tell you 


that | found you attractive." | shrugged my shoulders and smiled, getting a smile back from Frank. 


"That's very interesting. You have a point there, Roxy, a really logical point." Oh, if Frank knew how dead fucking 
on | was that day. If only | knew as well, | never would have said that fucking shit. 


(((#**))) 


The presentation took a fucking four hours!!! | was grateful for that because | was able to catch up on my 
sleep, | rested my head on Frank's shoulder and after about five minutes | was out. Once | was rudely 
awakened by Luis, he thought it be funny to set my jeans on fire, we got up and walked out into the small 
courtyard. 


| honestly saw no reason to go to class since we would only be dismissed for lunch in about 20 minutes, so we 


sat in the courtyard and | began to ask the Jersey Kids about what they used to do for fun in New Jersey. 


"We played in a band most of the time, played a few shows here and there and well that was pretty much it" 
Gerard clapped his hands together and the rest of the boys nodded their heads in agreement. 


"We weren't really the coolest kids on our block. We were the outcasts, the losers, rejects ya know?" Ray 


shrugged and leaned back, closing his eyes. 


‘| used to get picked on, because | wasn't the strongest kid in our grade. | also wore glasses and shit, but once 


| started fighting back, they didn't fuck with me anymore." Mikey said as playfully punched his brother. 


"Me being gay was enough for me to get shit, but | never cared. | mean, l'm happy with who | am and | don't 
care if anyone else is. All| really need is my family and friends and they're happy with who | am." Gerard 


grabbed Ray and Bob into headlocks and squeezed them tight, causing Frank, Mikey, Luis and | to laugh. 


"Bob, you never told us your story." Luis said as he tried to sneakily scoot a little closer to Gerard. Bob just 


shrugged his shoulders at us. 


"There really isn't all that much to tell. When | first met these guys | was a fat loner kid who could play 
drums. They were my first and only friends so, yea Bob shrugged his shoulders again and | grinned. 


‘He's not very talkative, | thought to myself as | looked over at Frank. He was looking back at me with those 
hazel eyes of his, burning a hole through my heart. 


"As for me," He said, breaking the eye contact to look up the sky. "| have been friends with Gee and Mike for a 
very long time, longer than | can remember actually." He shrugged his shoulders and we all looked toward the 


school as the bell rang. 


"Hey, | just thought of something!" | yelled, as | hopped off my seat. "You guys should play a song for us!" The 
Jersey kids looked a little iffy about it. 


"| don't know, Roxy. We don't have any instruments." Gerard said as he leaned on his brother, trying not to get 


pushed and shoved as the courtyard quickly filled up. 


"Mr. Hayes does, | assure you. He would be more than happy to let us stay in the band hall for lunch. Its up 


to you guys, though. If you don't want to," | slightly nodded my head at Gerard. "You don't have to." Gerard 
looked at Mikey, who looked at Ray, who looked at Bob, who looked at Frank. 


They all gave a crazy grin and nodded their heads in unison. 
"Alright, we'll do it, Roxy." Gerard said as he threw an arm over Luis's shoulder. 


"Awesome!" Luis yelled. "Let's go get in the lunch line so we can eat first. I'm starting to get the munchies.’ 


Luis turned around and led the way to the cafeteria. They were having hamburgers and chicken nuggets. Yum. 


| loved the cafeteria staff, they were loyal customers of Luis's so we were able to get both entrees when the 
rule was you could only get one. | grabbed a paper bag and got handfuls of nuggets and two burgers. The boys 
did the same and we left the cafeteria and walked outside. 


The wind had picked up a bit and it was really chilly. We ran to the band hall to keep our food from getting 
cold. | opened the door and held it opened as Luis and the Jersey kids ran inside. Frank was the last one in and 
he looked at me, right into my cold brown eyes. 


My breath caught in my throat and he smirked, as if knowing how his gaze affected me. He gave a small laugh 
and he poked my cheek before walking inside the warm band hall. | scoffed and followed him, eager to eat and 
hear what kind of music they played. 


(((#**))) 


After we ate, Mr. Hayes brought all the equipment the Jersey kids needed. Luis and | helped them set up and 
in no time, they were ready to play for us. Frank looked really good up on a stage, with a guitar in his hands. | 
sat back with Luis and we watched as they tuned their instruments and Gerard spoke into his microphone. 


"Well, this is us, My Chemical Romance, and this song is called, ‘Demolition Lovers." The guitar started and it 
was soft and beautiful. The guitar went on for a little longer and Gerard started singing. 


"Hand in mine, into your icy blues, and then I'd say to you, we could take to the highway with this trunk of 


ammunition too. I'd end my days with you, in a hail of bullets. 


‘lm trying; l'm trying to let you know just how much you mean to me. And after all the things we put each 
other through and | would drive on to the end with you. 


"A liquor store or two keeps the gas tank full and | feel like there's nothing left to do, but prove myself to 


you and we'll keep it running. 


"But this time, | mean it; I'll let you know just how much you mean to me, as snow falls on desert sky until the 


end of everything. 


‘lm trying, l'm trying to let you know how much you mean as days fade and nights grow, and we go cold. 
"Until the end, until this pool of blood, until this, | mean this; | mean this, until the end of.. 
‘lm trying, l'm trying to let you know how much you mean, as days fade and nights grow and we go cold. 


"But this time, we'll show them, we'll show them all how much we mean, as snow falls on deserts sky, until the 


end of every." 


| was in love with Gerard's voice. His musical style was like something Luis and | have never heard before. 
Frank looked so fucking hot on stage, it was like that was what he was meant to be doing with his life, not 


wasting time in this wack ass high school. | leaned back and closed my eyes as Gerard continued the song. 


"All we are, all we are is bullets, | mean this. All we are, all we are is bullets, | mean this. All we are, all we are 


is bullets, | mean this. All we are, all we are is bullet | mean this!" 


Gerard head banged along with Frank and Ray and the music was really intense for a while. | looked over at Mr. 
Hayes and saw his was really enjoying the hardcore sound of My Chemical Romance. 


"As lead rains, pass on through our phantoms forever, forever like scarecrows that fuel this flame we're 
burning forever and ever. Know how much | want to show you you're the only one, like a bed of roses there's 


a dozen reasons in this gun. 
"And as we're falling down and in this pool of blood, and as we're touching hands and as we're falling down, and 
in this pool of blood. And as we're falling down, I'll see your eyes, and in this pool of blood I'll meet your eyes, | 


mean this forever!" 


Gerard gave a sigh and grinned at the obviously shocked looks on mine and Luis's faces. They were amazing and 


| loved them. Mr. Hayes was the first to break the stunned silence as he stood up from behind us. 


"Well, l'm sold boys. | am going to call a few of my friends and send them your demo." The Jersey kids gave 


him a weird look as they walked towards us. 

"We don't have a demo, Mr. Hayes." Mikey pointed out as he rested an arm on my shoulder. 

"Not yet you don't, but if you meet here every day for the rest of the week and let me record you boys, we 
could have a demo put together in no time." | grinned to myself, knowing Mr. Hayes like | do he's going to try 
his hardest to make these kids famous. "What do you say?" Gerard looked around at his bans and nodded. 


“Alright Mr. Hayes, we're in" They shook hands and Mr. Hayes ran into his office to make his phone calls. 


"Well, looks like you boys are on your way to the top." Luis said as we gathered our bags up to head to the 


main building. 


"It does, doesn't it?" Bob said as he held the door open for all of us. When we got outside the sounds we heard 
were very unusual, police sirens, cops shouting and screams. We ran until the main building got into view and | 


don't think | will ever forget the horrific sight that | saw that day, right on the lawn of my own fucking school. 


